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McGrowder, R.A. . . . That was blow enough to my
unorthodox grandfather who was called the father of the
pre-Raphaelites and would have died rather than take an
Academician by the hand. ... It was almost as much of
a blow to my father, who knew how dreadful a thing it
must be to Ford Madox Brown to have a Royal Academician
for a brother-in-law. So my father and grandfather went
about with grim faces. . . .
And then McGrowder, R.A., went to the Bad. .
Through Drink, . . . And had to be exported to Canada
with all his family, where they lived on small allowances
from my father and grandfather . . . but my mother
and grandmother never tired of grieving at the separation
from their sister and cousins.
So Judith Hall was my mother's cousin and my grand-
mother's niece. She had been exported to the neighbourhood
of the Great Lakes when she had been about sixteen and
my female elders had never ceased to cry about it. So when
she would be about twenty they brought her back unknown
to their lords and masters, ostensibly to be my governess,
but really that she might be courted by the fine, upstanding
Herefordshire farmer whom she eventually married.
She was no sooner in the house than my father seized
upon her and ordered her to give me—at eight—a sound
classical education and loaded her with books about the
Greeks and Romans. She could not get out of it because
every evening he cross-questioned me as to what we had
read during the day. . . . And I dare say that it was the
bliss of being read to by Miss Hall and shown pictures of
Hector and Lysander in their great, plumed helmets that
has always made the Mediterranean the sea of my desires
and the Sino-Hellenic-Latin civilizations the only ones
worth consideration.*
* Judith Hall as a name may strike you as suspicious. My grand-
mother's maiden name was Hill—a Hill of Ledbury in Herefordshire
where her people had farmed for centuries, just this side of Wales.
But her mother's name was Hall . . . Judith Hall of somewhere in
Warwickshire. And didn't we insist on it 1 . * . After all> why shouldn't
I be descended from Shakespeare as well as from John Ford, who
-wrote * Tis Pity She's a Whore? Someone must be ...

